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ADVERTISEMENT. 


? 
T ar 


This Talea is the Authorts Fiſt Eifay, ou | 
taken from the remarkable Weg in the Spectator of .. by 
RHYNSAULT and Zapenzna. Ae , ventures ,40 | 
mterweave the Politics of theſe Days relative to the 


Duke of BurxcunDY fs -JaQuILINA, with an 


intent to make the Story more intereſting and probable. 


A 2 | . Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


CnaxIEs, Duke of Burgundy. 
The EARL of ST. Paur, bis Friend and Confident 


RurxsAurr, his Governor for Zealand, and thoſe Pro- 
| vinces conquered from JAQUILINA. 

Boxs EL, an Officer to the Duke, and Brother to Zav- 

* PHIRA, in love With JAQUILINA. 

DANVELT, Huſband to ZAPPHIRA. 

A CrlD to DANvELT and ZAPPHIRA,. 


WOMEN. 


JAA, dethroned by the Duke of Burgundy. 
ZAarPHIRA, ber Friend. | 
SENATORS, renne and others, 


30 EN Ehe Chief City of Zealand. 


The Time of Action within a Day. 


Z APP HI R A. 


— 


1 
oy 


SCENE I. A Chamber in the Ducal Palace, and 
Rhynſault diſcovered, reading. 


Ruxxs Abr. 
HIS poet ſoothes me by his tales of love: | 
I'm metamorphos'd too—ſo much for Ovid. | 
Throws-the book afide. 
Chang'd by the pow'rful beauty of Zapphira, 
No more a ſoldier, nor, I think, a man: 
And I, the bold, renown'd, all-conqu' ring Rbynſaul, 
Effeminated grown to that degree, . 
With perfum' d unguents and odorous powders + 
I ſcent my locks, more us'd to duſt and blood. 
But ſee he comes the meſſenger I ſent 
To plead my ſuff rings to his lovely ſiſter! 


Enter Bonsxx- 
Rhyn. Quick! rel me, Borſel, have my offers pleas'd 


Have — wealth wad EATER any charms ? 
Borſel. Sent back with ſcorn ! my wares coun not 
prevail— 
% Away (cried ſhe) to that deteſted man, 
* Who thinks to buy me to his lawleſs arms,” 
I 


— — — — — — — — 
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Death! why not tell my love? . 

Bor. 1 dwelt on love—and then I mention'd pow'r, 
And ſhow'd the danger if ſhe diſobey'd: 
Thou repreſentative of our great Duke, 
Whoſe ſmiles give riches, and whole frowns give death 
The haughty dame then gave me this reply: 
« Tell him, thou baſe, thou ſubtle meſſenger, 
&« 1 hate his paſſion as I love my Danvelt !” 

. Deſpis'd and lighted ! what's the Governor ?— 

By all that's great and good I will enjoy her ! 

Bor, You know full well the Duke's a friend to ho- 

nour, 

And vice ne'er lodg'd within his princely breaſt ; 
The very ſhadow of an unfair dealing 
Would n rouze this Argus, always on his guard— 
Suppoſe you try to bribe her city huſband, 
Your merchants, oftunes, will give all for gold; 
Beauty's a gem of little value with them, 


| When weigh'd againſt the heavier ſcale of gain: 


With place and penſion try to work upon him 
And give him honours— He's inclin'd to pride. 
Ryhyn. Tis well advis'd I thank thee, beſt of friends. 

Bor. The ſcheme I've laid ſo far doth promiſe fairly, 
And in the end may ſerve my Jaquilina. [ Afiae. 
My Lord, be cautious of my character: | | 
A pander to my ſiſter don't found well. 
The buſy world will ſeize upon report, 


And blow the kindling flame to certainty ; 


While ugly wives, and antiquated maids, 


With three-fold ſlander fan the crael fire. 


Rhyn. Fear you the world when you're adyanc'd te 
wr? 

Know mw you, if my love's auſpicious— 

Reports and rumours are but for the poor 

To crop the harveſt of their humble virtue; 

Then let them mourn and pine at envy's hatred, 

That ſciz'd upon what they alone held dear—  * 

| While 


5 (9% 3 
While the proud ſons o' vice, blazop 6 o'er by ho- 


nours, 

Callous'd by wealth, and courting each — 

Smile at their clouding fame. N 
Bor. Unjuſt mankind ! + | 

But underneath thoſe ſweet, deluſive flow'rs, 

Which richly paint the gaudy vale of pleaſure, 2 

Are there not ſcorpions, who, with yenom'd' tings, 

Strike the unwary, wretched paſſenger? 


Rhyn. 1 own there may - but then our ſou bane 
quets, 


The joys o' women, and the flowing bowl, 


Keep thought aloof, and charm 0 threatving mi miſ- 
chiet— . 


Reflection ne'er will ſuit the ſons o joy, | 
For all our ſtudy's to avoid that Icourge——. 


Ten thouſand gilded. baits doth pleaſure yield, | 
To lead us on, and keep us in her toils. 


Bor. Then give me greatneſs with this apathy. * 
See yonder comes the huſband of Zapphira | 


I'll leave him with you, for to ſound his honour. 
| [Exits 
Enter DAxvxr. | * 
Rhyn. So early out, when you've got * arreaſure 


As might immure an emperor at home. 


Dan. My Lord, I do ſuppoſe you mean my vite— 
If ſo, indeed, as women go, ſhe's fair. 


Rhyn. Inſipid rogue, he doth not taſte his bliſs. 
Le. 


Dan. But my Zapphira's rich in ocher charms, 
Such as can't cloy i mean thoſe o th* mind. 
Ryyn. Cou'd we but fix her at our Duke's gay court, 
The Frenchmen all wou'd worſhip her a gaddekl 
And I myſelf be foremoſt in my pray r. 


Dan. I fear he . T ene 


9 | a 
You banter me, my Lord. 
 Rhyn. I ſwear I'm ſerious. 
Dax. In what, my Lord ? 
Rhyn. In praifing your Sapphira. 
Dan. But why I have intruded in your palace, 
And thus broke in upon your privacy— 


Is a ſmall boon my wife has pray'd o' you. 
Rhyn. Were it the order o' the Golden Fleece ! 


Tell her'tis her's to beſtow it where ſhe pleaſes. 


Dan. | like not this—and yet it may make for us. 
Into this country's lately come, from Paris, Le 
A pious prieſt, (for ſo my letters ſay) 

To execute the buſineſs of his calling ; 
He means to abide ſome little time among us, 
And has been recommended to our care ; 
But knowing well the enmity to Leis 
Of our great Duke—he fears the tongue of ſlander, 
And prays protection from his Governor. 

Rhyn. He's ſafe---a trifle : why not aſk ſome favour ? 
I underſtand, Sir, that you're a merchant, 
And trade in diſtant climes to bring home wealth ; 

Say, has kind fortune furl'd the proſp'rous fail, 


And paid, with gen'rous hand, your anxious care? 


' Dan. Alas! my Lord, by commerce I'm undone— 

Misfortune on misfortune have I ſ{uffer'd--- 

By lawleſs Algerines one ſhip was captur'd, 

Another wreck'd upon the Flemi/h coaſt--- 

And my malignant ſtar, by land as cruet, 

Influenced all my dealings---Where I plac'd 

Thoſe ſums that were to purchaſe merchandiſe, 

By which I meant to traffic round the world, 

That, ſhould one chime inhoſpitable prove, 
Another might turn out to me-prepitious--- 

For this my lands and houſes I did ell, 


My all was ſtak'd upon this hopeful venture 


When, lo! within the filent hour of night, 
My faithleſs banker fled---and 1 am ruin'd ! 


Rhyn. 


% 


Ba. 


Dan. O! I ſhall ſuffer more. HA 
To this laſt dreadful news my wife's a danger Ae 
I know not how to tell the fatal tale, 500 


Rhbyn. You've ſuffer d much. [9177 l en 


Yet dire neceſſity doth urge me to it ; 13 


The taſk is irkſome, and it muſt be done. | 
Rhyn. Moſt lovely woman! 
Dan. Her .poor heart will bleed !--- 
Her gentle boſom will convulſe with fighs--- . 
And ſhow'rs of ſorrow her bright eyes deform ! 
Ny. Such Charms as her s ſhould never taſte afflic- 
tion 
Dan. Ah! we've a WIZ him our hopes were Cen. 
ter d, | 
The only pledge of a moſt faithful love - 
A beggar's brat! a poor dependent no- 
Upon the public for his food and raiment: 
He'll whine for bread, and beg ſome tatter d da) 


Rhyn. Y our wife's an angel, AS dT vill alt yes wg 


Dan. Thanks, my good 
| promule ! 1 
Long may you live, to repreſent to us 
The belt of ſov'reigns, by your gentle ſway. 1% (Exits, - 
Rhyn.. I'm rich in hopes, ww he could hear me TR: 
her 1: 
With all the patience of a well-hvad cuckold :* > 104 
Borſel has counſel'd, well, and I ſhall gain her—— . 
I'll glut my love then pay em for their meanneſs, * 
And underneath the heaps of guilty-treafure | 


v; 


d, for this. ee 


Bury the ſecret in their ſordid Breaſtssʒ a | 


So ſhall I dupe this vir&ous fool, my maſter, 

With that moſt uſeful garb, hypocriſ : 
Then, in the ripeneſs of unbounded favour, 37+ 
Steal to the inmoſt corner of his ſoubs+ 
Sap up his confidence, and ſeize thoſe a 
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Which, once divulg'd, will make my powir ſegure : * 


That for his ſake he cannot dare nor —part mel! 
Above th' uncertain humours of a prince, 
B 
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Who, like the ſun, now darts down golden beams, 
And ſeems for me to light the brilliant world: 

But, then, ſome env'ous duſky cloud blows round, 
Obſcures his glory, and he ſmiles no more ! [Exit. 


% 


SCENE II. A Chamber in the Houſe of Danvelt. 


Enter JA QUILINA, in a mourning Dreſs. 


Jaguil. A princeſs, and want bread——diftrafting 
| thought ! | 
Here was I wont to hold a ſov'reign ſtate, 
And with proud trains of ermin ſweep the ground; 
My treach'rous courtiers, richly dreſs'd in gold, 
Smil'd as I paſs'd, to cheer ſome wretch with mercy ; 
Yet I can find, ev'n in this ſea of trouble, | 
Whole furious waves o'erwhelm my ſinking ſoul, 
One little ray of comfort to conſole me : © 
That, in the zenith of my princely pow'r, 
The widows and th' orphans tears were orators, 
Which always pleaded in a virt'ous cauſe ; 
I rather err'd in ſtrictneſs of my juſtice, 
For pity wou'd diſpute my heart, and conquer; 
My ſubjects were not tax'd to gall their lives, 
Nor dare oppreſſion raiſe her hateful hand; 
Still my inconftant people caft me off, | | 
Gave me to ꝓen'ryland ſad dependence! © f Weeps. 
And yet beneath this pining ſtate of ſorrow, | 
Baneful to beauty as the ſcythe of time, 
One man is found humbly content to feaſt 
Upon the honey of a drooping flow'r— 
Had he the world it were at my command, 
He ſtrains each nerve to re-inſtate my empire; 
Plans with the wrerched remnant of my friends, 
And tries toiſoften'thafe who wou'd oppoſe me ; 
Borſel might be a kind Platonic huſband, 
He d have my gratitude, but can't my love. 


91 Enter 
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* Bonsgg. 


*$ 46 £* 


Bor. Madam, I've gas: wha iwight ve of 
vice ; 
That by Zapphira's mens yore grear once more * 
For Rhynſault loves her with unbounded) paſſion,” ** 
And du betray his maſter for to ſerve her. 


Conjure her by your triendſhi the love 
She bears to me, her hapleſs pining — 
That to this Governor, whom ſhe deteſts, 
She yet will flatter him with hopes of fav 
And draw him over to your rightful « — 
The army, Madam, is at his devotion ; 
He's brave—the ſoldiers love him to a man. 
Oh!] cou'd we gain him to be of your ſide 
Yourfriends are arm'd, and mean to riſe at midnight. 
Faquil. Sir, we're beholden for this friendly countel. 
Boe. O! there is ſuch acoldneſs'in your manner, . 
As ill repays my honour foil d to ſerve you! 
] ſee it plainly that I'm loathſome to you, 
For you have eyes that cannot ſpeak indifffrence, - © 
And ev'ry glance muſt carry love, or hate! 7 
Jaquil. So preſs'd by ſorrows—can I think of love? 
My gratitude, my friendſhip, both are yours: 
And were I ſeated on that throne, my birth. right, 
So worth'ly fill'd by royal anceſtors, 
Whoſe deeds of virtue, and of bravery, ' 
Have ſounded loudly through the trump of Fame! 
Whoſe marble ſtatues, deck d by laurel ſculpture, 
Grace the fair towns of Holland, and of Zealand, 
And as the gazers, {truck by rev'rend awe, 
Read proud inſcriptions wrote beneath the r 
Sure they majeſtic frown, and ſeem to weep, 1 
At the hard fate of me, their beggatr d daughter { 
I ſay, that even, if I chat ſceptre i way' d, op 
Which Burgundy unjuſtly has ta'en from me; | 
Your birth, unequal, I'wou'd ſet afide. 2 
| Nobly 


my 


— ——— 
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Nobly made up of ev'ry princely virtue; 
To you l'd give my hand. 

Bor. Without the heart, 
It only mocks the ſolemn ſtate of wedlock : 
Tis otherwiſe a fulſome form of law, | 
To blaſt our joys, and make two fouls unhappy ! 
Will crowns, or ſceptres ! honours ! titles ! pow'r | 
Compel to loye?—Na, no! compulſion's vain! 
But when the flame reciprocal doth burn, 
Ev'n in the lonely cot . poverty, 
The faithful vot' ries laugh at Fortune's frowns, 
So long as N re enliven d by 1 its fire! 


Euter ZAPPHIRA- 


O! haveI found you, to divide my ſorrow ! 
| [To Jaq wilins, 
Faquil. Say, my Zapphira, why theſe looks of fury ? 
Zap. And dare you face me, who'd revolt from na- 
ture ! | (7: 0 Borſel. 
To lead your ſiſter to the bed of ſhame 


But, Oh! the very guardian of my honour, 
| Cou'd hear me hint to him what did await me, 


And yet had patience as I told the tale : 
Still J had hopes to view his mounting ſoul, 


_ Flaſh through his eyes, amidſt che bluſh of anger ! 


And raging, with an honeſt jealouſy, 
Graſp at the ſpectre which I rais'd to ſcare him ! 
Bor. Condemn me not until you have juſt cauſe— 
You know your own, and Danvelt's poverty— 
You know your friendſhip for this beaut'ous p 
I did not bid you act the concubine; 
But ſo allure him by ſome gracious ſmiles, 
And ev'n at laſt the hope of your diſhonour, 
To lull him for this night—a plot is form'd 
T enrich your huſband, and reſtore this princeſs, | 
Zap. Twere mean at beſt, 
Jaguil. But think what is at ſtake. | p 
E - | hs 


( 13 ) 
Bor. Gad make your Danvelt—you exale your 
iend— 
A brother's joy too waits on _ avard—> 
We all are ſuppliants. | 
Zap. But my honour! | 
532 I think it ſafe u my life I do: 
20 ven rable pages of antiquity, 

To find the lengths that the moſt virt ous women 
Have gone, to ſuccour falling royalty: 
For tis a ruin of ſuch vaſt importance, 
That thouſands ſuffer by the cruſh it gives! 
Among the Hebrews fix upon their Judith, a 
Who ſav'd her country, and redeem'd her e's — 
To nes, with pretended | 
She kept th ment at the hour o "night ; g 2% 
Then thro his camp and midnight dangers ſought him, 
And made her name immortal by th' action 
I The ſtately dame paſs d thro? the wary guards, © 
While clouds, like ſable, veil'd the filver moon; 

Again refulgent, with a double luſtre, S £007 
By its chaſte beams mark'd out his pavillion, Q 
Whoſe ſnow- white plumes wav'd to the ſpicy gale, 
Entranc'd in fleep the luſtful tyrant lay, 
Weary'd by thinking of her violation 
She look'd te Heav'n ! and, with a fervent pray'r, 
Begg'd for aſſiſtance to her feeble arm: | 
Tas in the cauſe of virtue, and her country 
Then, from her flowing robe ſhe rais'd the ſteel, 
With glitt'ring horror, o'er his drowſy head; 
Gave the juſt blow, and crimſon'd all the ground ! 
1 * Ke friend, that this was bravely done! 

t it was but ponder well the ſtory : 

1 — ambition rd b her to the deed; 
No promis'd bribe encourag'd her to danger, 
Nor captive lover, made her feign the part; 
*T was Great Omnipotence that egg'd her on 
The ſacred faith then giv'n to ſway the world, 


Perhaps, might ſuffer had ſhe not obey d! 1 


Th he dreadful lightning of your radiant eyes; 
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For evi that Pow'r who form'd the mighty globe, 7 
And by one word cou'd flatten it to Rp: 
Is often pleas'd th work his holy will, 
By mortal means, amongſt his own:ereation'l - '/. 
Jaquil. She was, I think, a Paragon of - goodneſs: 
She was a friend h - but my Soul lie ſtill, 
For here I'm doom'd to pals my liſe in fourow ! 
In all the dreadful changes I have had, 209! * FE 
One jewel yet did cheer my weeping eyes; -{ 
"Tis gone—and now my mis'ry's complece. 
Zap. That jewel's friendſhip, treaſur d in my breaſt! 
Fame, with her dazxling blaze, cou'd never move me: 
Nor wow'd I mix with thoſe who madly ſtrive 
To ſcale the icy precipice to gain ii 
Were we not like two flow'rets of the ſpring, 7 
Which the ſame ſun call'd forth, and cheer'd roger; : 
Or, when the ſeaſon frown'd, and ſudden cold 
Forbade our purple beauties to expand, ft 241 
Felt we it not alike ? I will comp 7 
My virtue's ſafe---may fame is all can ſuffer. = 
Bur, ſees this D e beſt retire. 
| | {Exeunt Borſel and 
„l 0 Jaquilina. | 
Euer RuYNSAUELT, | 


Zap. My Lord, it was not well to woo me ſo: 


At ſecond hand, and by a brother too. 


Rh 8 Divine! molt beaut'ous woman! hear me 
)eak : 
Your 8 who's the partner of my ſoul, 
Beheld my ſad, my ſorrowful condition; 
Heard the dread tale, then ſwore to ſeek the cure! 
Not all the pomp and ſtate that wait upon me, 
Could yield one moment's reſpite to my tortures. 
The tedious day roll'd-on its lazy hours, 


Nor came relief, nor any gleam of hope 


Your awful virtue bid me not approach 


Then 
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Then black deſpair, with all her train of 1 

Seiz'd on my ſoul, and kept poſſeſſion there! 

I call'd on Death, as on that common father, 

Who waits upon the wretched ſons of earth; 

Fearſul, indeed, to thoſe who deal in bliſs, 

And ſpurn againſt that ſtern, but honeſt parent 

But, ah! how welcome to a wretch ike me, 

Deſtroy'd by pains, and thoſe the pains of, o 

He ſtretches out his cold, tho' friendly arms, ö 

And ſteals us from the dear, ungrateful fair A | 

Leaving the cruel ſhe to feaſt on ſpoils. | 

Of other heroes, captive to her beauty | 

Zap. Tis your falſe ſex that flatter and betray us, 

With vows of conſtancy you gain our heart; 

But when the hour of ſatiety is paſt, | 

You ſpurn the weeping, guilty, undone * one, 

To mourn her folly for believing man ! 

With ſighs, with tears, you win the yielding maid, 

And, like a thief, ſteal off her virgin treaſure; | 

Laugh at her then, and bid her follow vice -— 

You're ſurfeited of love, and now will leave her: 

When anger, ſname, and love, perhaps, Feder her! 

Diſtracted by the various warring paſſions 

Turn'd from her ancient father's well-known doory | 

With, „“Oh! thou ſhame, thou proſticute, begone! _ 

« Your old, your rev'rend father is no more; | 

* You've brought his age with ſorrow to the grave ! *. 8 

Deſpis'd: by all the virtuous of her ſee +: x 

And by the other, now, no more reſpected, | 

But treated as that pakry, common thing, 

The purchaſe of the baſeſt o mankind, 

Who bribes with money at the common TY N 

It may be the anguiſh of her grief, ade! vie | 

The deſp'rate mourner ſeizes on ſome d l 

And ſtrikes---to hide her from the foubdſbonourl - 

O! what a teſt forall your lewd companions | 1 

Nor holy wedlock *ſcapes ye ſons of rapine, F | 

But like to dæmons, from your hell broke looſe, _ * 
c 


( 16 ) 

Ye tempt the virtue of the married fair, 
And take a double pleaſure in ſuch miſchief ! 

Rhyn. There are thoſe monſters of the ſex, tis true; 
But, then, how many faithful men remain : 
Were all like me. 

Zap. The language of ye all. 

Rhyn. Command my life, my fortune, and my 

wr, 
They're your's, thou lovely miſtreſs of * ſoul ! 
If I muſt die—here, at your ſacred fe 
You'll ſee the ſtream of life run out bek you ; 
[ Kneels. 

For, .in thoſe pangs chat wait my parting breath, 
One look from you can cheer me in th' agony ! : 
Haſt thou no pity ? 

Zap. Yes—for I've a huſband ! 
A huſband, too, that loves as well as thou do'ſt. 
Do, my good Lord, imagine, were thou he, 
What wou'd you feel, to have your wite polluted ? 

Rhyn. Oh! take "this W tis mercy to deſtroy 


me! 
[Offers his fword. 
3 Ariſe, my Lord, this poſture is unſeemly. 
But, if you truly have for me this paſſion, 
Know I've a friend—1 love her as myſelf: 
*Tis in 3 pow'r alone to make her happy. 
Rhyn. Speak, and thou'lt find it done. 
Zap. Then — dis your maſter's rival, Jaquilina. 
Rhyn. Ha !—1s that ſo ? 
Zap. You ſtart, diſmay'd, it ſeems, at what you've 
heard. 
Had I conſented to receive your love, 
My huſband and my kindred ſet at naught ; 
Fall'n from the wholeſome precepts of my youth, 
Which a kind mother, ſtrengthen'd by example; 
Caſt off from that moſt welcome tate of union, 
With pious matrons, and religious maids ; 
No more acquainted with domeſtic caſe ; 


* Eternã 


( 17 ) 
Fternally bitter'd by ſome moment's pleaſure ; 
My little ſon taught for to hate my name; 
An outcaſt, and a reprobate to honour ! 
And the laſt hope of all—that kind oblivion, 
Might wrap my name in anni'lating ſhades : 
What a curs'd ſtate !—and this, too, for a falſe one. 
I have eſcap'd the frightful, nodding ruin, _ 
Which totter'd o'er the baneful place I ſtood on: 
One moment more, and I was loſt for ever! 
* Forbear theſe words, they're poinards to my 
oul! C2 
For know that I, the humbleſt of your ſlaves, 
Will act ungrateful treaſons for to pleaſe you: | 
Sure *tis allegiance to obey your will, | 
You, who I own my miſtreſs, and my queen. 
Your friend ſhall have the help that I can give, 
And all the battles that I've fought againſt her, 
In which I've gain'd fair crowns of victory, 
Ev'n here, with fighs, I'll facrifice 'em to her, 
And curſe the days that were to me victorious ! 
Zap. The royal mourner dwells beneath this roof; 
I'll go to her, and bring her here for comfort,” ¶ Exit. 
_  REYYNSAULT thoughtful. 
The princeſs Jaquilina—why I'll wed her 
Thus greatneſs courts me with a lib'ral hand, 
And to my view holds up a ſplendid crown :. . . 
But I will firſt enjoy this beauteous fair one, 
Or the vaſt work wou'd be but ill perform'd ! 
Fly quick, ye ſubtle ſpirits, to my aid, 
Who teach diſſimulation and ambition | 
Come from the court, the camp, or where ye dwell; . 
Inſpire me] guide me! make me wholly thine ! 
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Enter JAQUILINA and ZAPPHIRA, 


Rhyn. Hail, thou fair friend to this angelic woman! 
Diſpel your grief, for better fortunes court you. 
So when the ſtormy winter roars his laſt, | 
Sweet ſpring revives us with her bloomy charms ; 
No more we feel the cruel tempeſt's rage, 
But loſe our former fears in preſent pleaſure. | 
Fagquil, Thanks, gen'rous ſoldier, for your kind re- 
ſolves: 
May Heav'n reward your goodneſs with its bleflings ! 
May you ſtill . a conqu'ror in the field, 
Led on by juſtice and upheld by mercy | 
Rhyn. Ah, Madam ! our laſt meeting had its horrors; 
Surrounded by a remnant of your friends, 
The reſt all welt'ring underneath their feet, 
With the ſtrong engines batt'ring down your cities, 
And trumpets ſounded to the dying groans | 
You, in the midſt of horrid, flaming arms, 
The very prize ſtatu'd for the lawleſs ruffian! 
Pointed to each raſh youth that dar'd his fate, 
Whoſe virgin ſword ne'er ſtain'd with human gore; 
To make you captive was the gen'ral cry, 
Secure their fame and grace their novice arms : 
Ev'n to the aged, whoſe flack'ning nerves refus'd 
To be ſo agile as their hearts requir'd, 
With a freſh vigour they obey'd the call, 
And pois'd the heavy muſkets to their breaſts, - 
(Thoſe new-invented inſtruments of death.) 
Deſir'd by all that trod the beaten field, 
You, the fair obje& of our Duke and us, 
Thrice we aſſail'd, and thrice were driven back 
By your brave men, and they a handſul too. 
Jaquil. They done their belt for to protect their ſov'- 
reign ; 
In en, | beheld their glorious zeal, 
Forgot, almoſt, that ſubjects could betray me; 
Forgot 
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Forgot thoſe ſmooth-tongu'd, fawning knaves o' ſtate, 

Who play'd me fair until they fill'd their coffers, 

Then prattled loudly for the public cauſe, 

The ſtate's encroachment on the ſubject's right ; 

And dwelt on projects of deſpotic pow'r, 

To gain their ends, and ſet the people madding ! ! 

O the vile ſer! this world is all deception ! 
 Rhyn. Tas lucky that you Wage the cloſe made 
ſearch, 

When your laſt ſoldier nobly fell befide you. 

Faquil. In the dread ſcene of horror and confuſion, 

While dult and ſmoak ſpread thro” th' ambient air, 

I turn'd my ſteed, and left the fatal plain, 

Hateful to me as were the thoughts of bondage. 
Rhyn. To Britain, then, you bent your eager flight : 
Jaguil. I did; ploughing rough ſeas, the emblem 0˙ 

my fortune; ; 

But gain'd at laſt thoſe tow'ring chalky cliffs, 

Where Liberty fits {miling on her throne, 

To ſee her fleets ſail o'er the azure main: 

The bane of Tyrants and the friend to Juſtice. 

yz. But there you found ſome reſpite to your woe? 
Jagquil. At firſt ſome rays of light did promiſe bright- 
neſs, 

And dawning comfort cher d my gloomy ſoul; 

But, Oh! my evil genius would purſue me 

To foreign climes, and ſtill deny'd me rett ! 

"Twas in this ule my lovely Prince receiv'd me, 

Rich in the blood of their great conqu'ring Kings! 


\ 


My heart weeps blood! twas there I wed my Glo!fler— 


But, ſee ! your brother comes from yon parterre— 

He penfive walks, and makes towards this chamber. 
Zap. Thoughtful and fad, indeed, hedoth appear. 
Rhyn. He is a youth on whom I can rely, 

Renown'd in virtue, probity, and truth; 

I'll take his counſel in this great affair: 

In the fair map of hope we'll chuſe the path 

That winds us ſafely from the vale o' forrow ; 

C 2 Free 
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Free from th' intricate wiles that intervene 
To confuſe our ſteps, and lead us back to ruin. 
I know you've many friends fit in the council 
And you have foes, whole bitterneſs of heart, 
I fear, outdo the goodneſs of the former. 
Zap. Your councils and your ſenates muſt give way, 
Whene'er the army pleaſe to differ from them. 
Rhyn. Aye, they're the friends on whom I moſt de 
end : F 
Warm n al feats of honour for the ſex, 
They'll ſpurn at danger in the noble cauſe; 
And, as the raging lions of the wood, 
Fall on the abject foes that durſt oppoſe em 
Jaguil. With gratitude, my Lord, we'll take our 
leave : | 
May angels guard the glorious work you go on, 
And that great ſoul which leads you on to virtue ! 
| [ Exeunt Jaquilina and Zapphira. 


Enter BoRSEL. 


Bor. I think, my Lord, your eyes regain their luſtre : 
Have you got hopes to gain the citadel ? | 

Rhyn. Th' condition of ſurrender's ſomewhat ſtrange— 
Know, Borlel—in this houſe dwells Jaquilina. 

Bor. I've often heard my ſiſter loy'd her well; 
For in their infancy they liv'd together, 
And form'd a friendſhip laſting and inviolate. 

Rhyn. That beaur'ous angel, your fair fiſter ! bad 

me | 

To ſhew her favour, and neglect the Duke. 

Bor. And wilt thou do it? Sure, *tis big with danger. 

Rhyn. Inquire as well if the proud ſea will roll 
Its foamy billows o'er the frighted ſand ; 
So ſure ſhall I, the captive of Zapphira, 
Obey her mandate, and enforce her will. 
Come near, my friend, for I have that to ſpeak 
Which you mult cloſet in your very ſoul ; 
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E'en in the corner where you hold me dear = 
For, know, when Venus calms thoſe raging fires, 
And, from her roſy couch, | reſtores me peace 
Then do I mean, with ſpeed, to wed this princeſs, 
Bor. Confuſion blaſt the thought Alt. 
Rhyn. Why ſtart at that? 
Bor. My Lord, tis ſtrange - who cou'd 1 amaze- 
ment? 
But are you ſure you can command her love? 
. I canherint'reſt, and conſent will follow. 
*Tis rue, her perſon doth not pleaſe my eyes, 
But, for a wife, I think her all- ſufficient; 
Such houſehold animal muſt ne'er pretend 
A charter'd right to ſhare my hours o' pleaſure ; 
But, like a plain domeſtic of the houſe, 
Drudge on, and take the leavings o' the feaſt : 
For, what a plague ! when you come home from riot, 
Sick o' the grape, and moider'd by the ſtews, 
Inſtead of having that kind, willing creature, 
To bind your head, and heal you with confections, 
And, by conceſſions, draw you on to virtue 
To have a brawling ſhrew falute yourears, 
Who gives hard words, and thunders out defiance : 
Wou'd you not rather bear this far from home? 
No worſe cou'd happen from your lewd companions ! 
Bor. Often I pitied this unhappy princeſs— 
And thought it ſtrange that a good prince, like our 5, 
Wou'd intermeddle in domeſtic quarrels | 
Between her and her ſpouſe, the Duke o' Brabant; 
But time has brought the deep-laid ſcheme to light, 
And ſhow'd her provinces were what he aim'd at; 
Tho' now, forſooth, he ſays they were beſtow'd bim 
By his dear kinſman, her offended huſband. 
Who can believe the Duke hath acted juſtly ? 
Rhyn. Unjuſtly to her—a notorious robber 
Bor. Such are, indeed, the ſentiments of many y- 
Eſpecially *mongſt thoſe who guard the fort, ? 
With whom I claſs, and ſhare the jovial hours 
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For when th' culiv'ning juice inſpires the foul, 


To caſt away the ſhackles of fuſpicion, 


Then their free thoughts mount up, and they de- 
clare— 


To fight againſt her was beneath the ſoldier. 


Rhyn. Why, then, 'tis well——to-morrow hails her 
Sov'reign ; | | 
For, in the lonely ſeaſon o' the night, 
I'll call a ſudden council o' my creatures, 
Whoſe oratorial pow'rs I do command; 
There Eloquence, with all her ſilver ſounds, 
Her looks, her geſtures, pay her graceful tears, 
Shall cover the deſign I've ta/en in hand, 
And wan the audience to the well-play'd part. 
Our ſignatures and ſeals ſhall bind the order, 
To you, and to your brethren o' th' garriſon, 
To yield obedience to fair Jaquilina: 
Do you the grateful taſk—to lead her on, 
That we may pay our homage in her palace. 
Bor. I ſhall obey, and bring her to your preſence. 
Rhys. Thou, too, can'ſt do the office of a friend, 
And ſhow her tis beſt policy to wed me; 
For know on that depends the fate of all ; 
On that alone I build the tow'r to raife us, 
And o'erlook the multitude of foes, 
Who work beneath, to undermine the fabric : 
On rocks of adamant we then will ſtand, 
And this bold arm ſhall hurl deſtruction on em 
But I muſt haſte—the day glides on apace, 
And circl'ng time ſcarce leaves me hours for action; 
Tis a great taſk to ſift each ſtateſman round, 
To hear his wants—and then to gain by bribes : 


. Toſer to work, with true politic ſkill, 


This grand machine, that ſmooths the way to em- 
pire ;j— | 

A rugged road leads to the golden bounds, 

And one ſpring crack'd—its cumb'rous weight deſtroys 
it. | | 


But 
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But then the prize rewagds my weary'd toil : 

Love gives me ſtrength, and ſtrews the way with flow'rs ! 

{ Extt. 

Bor. Wretch that I am—I bleſs and curſe this buſineſs ! 

It will reſtore her to her ancient right—— 
But now——eternal ruin waits my love! 


[ Exit, 


Exp oF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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8 CE NE I. A Hall of Audience is the Ducal Palace. 


Enter the Dx R of Burcuxdy, diſeniſed as a Monk, 
attended by the EARL of ST. PAUL. 


DuKE of BURGUNDY. 
V Y Lord St. Paul, I think this garb conceals me. 
Earl of St. Paul. Great Sir, full well. 
D. of Burg. Speak as to Rhynſault—: 
Long time, my Lord, I've known your noble nature : 
Slow to give credit to maligning fame; 
A foe to envy, and to baſe detraction, 
And always prone to deal in deeds of praiſe. 
I, therefore, fear report doth ſpeak the truth, 
And that my Governor neglects my honour ; 
Is prone to bribes, and winks at vicious greatneſs : 
A paltry repreſentative of royalty ! 
How ſhall I mourn, that ſuch a daring ſoul 
Lies buried in the pit of infamy, | 
Wich all the weight of human droſs upon it, 
Kept from the light, and grov'ling in darkneſs ! 
E. of St. Paul. Your Highneſs plac'd me here with 
ſuch dependence, 
As made me in th' minuteſt matters careful; 
A very microſcope to each man's actions, 
As they could ſerve, or might perplex the State. 
This Rhynſault governs with an iron hand: 
Taxes are laid ſo heavy on the people, 
As make their lives a perfect ſtate o* bondage ; 
Still might they ſtrive to drag their galling chains, 
Were but the natives ſharers of the ſpoil ; + 
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Yet ſtrangers only reap the plent'ous harveſt : 

While wretchedneſs and labour is their portion. 

Trade is proſcribed—no merchant walks the Change, 

To traffic and promote his country's good, 91 

Unleſs to meet, that he may mix his curſes 

Againſt thoſe laws, the ruin of the people: 

Acts, fram'd by parricides, unjuſt ! unwiſe! 

To bar theſe provinces to ſell to ſtrangers, 

And change for treaſure nature's bount'ous gifts. 

Nor durſt the canvas catch the ſwelling gale, 

To waft their own rich freights to foreign ſhores; 

For it is ſaid, by thoſe who've private intreſt, 

If theſe ſtates protper—Burgundy will ſuffer. - 

They rend the bond of unity that binds 

Our lives, our fortunes, to a well-lov'd father ! 

Confine your partial love to one vain child, 

And rob you, mighty prince! of wealth and glory: 

Or, ſome poor melancholy man appears 

Wrapt up in thought, with arms folded o'er, 

And the big drop juſt falling from his eye; 

His fair mercantile fame muſt ſhortly end: 

To-morrow he's enroll 'd amongſt the bankrupts. 

The ingenious artiſan in vain may labour— _ 

No mart is for the work he ſhall produce; 

At home deſpis'd—o'er ſeas he cannot ſend ut ; 

For laws are made againſt his induſtry! _ 

This cannot ſerve you, Sir! I'm ſure it cannot 

Tho”, *tis pretended, policy hath plann'd it! 

D. * Burg. I think it can't my Lord, you argue 
airly. | FP 
E. EM Paul. The Court till ſhews its uſual jolly 

ace; | 

Plenty reigns there, and with her cheerful train 

Takes her abode—nor heeds the ſorrowing throng, 

That pine with hunger at the rich man's door. 

Luxurious feaſts, and midnignt maſquerades, 

Diſplay the wealth and jewels of the fair; 


The enervate nobles, loſt to warlike deeds 
| 3 Outvie 
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Outvie each other in their gaudy dreſs ; 
They court the faſhions, as the females do, 
And he excels, whoſe pageant 1s moſt coſtly ; 
To judge from thence, who'd gueſs a bankrupt people? 
But rather owners of the Indian mines. 
D. of Burg. O Pleaſure! fatal, deadly ſcourge to 
all ! | 
Deck'd in falſe charms, you give the golden bowl 
To thirſty wretches, who incautious drink, 
Before they view the foul polluted ſtream ; 
Or they wou'd caſt the glitt'ring toy away, 
And loathe the draught that you had thus prepared em. 
No doubt you've many idlers in the State, 
Who live by rapine when they can't by work ? 
E. of St. Paul. Whole ſwarms of cit'zens let looſe 
upon us, , 
Who'd claim our pity for their want of bread, 
Did they not make ill uſe of their misfortune, 
Anc add to plunder other hateful crimes— 
The idle, diſcontented crowd do murmur, 
And ſay, ** with our late princeſs twas not thus.” 
They've frequent meetings which I do not like. 
D. of Burg. Your fears are groundleſs, if 1 count 
aright; - n 5 
For know, from Burgundy, my choiceſt troops 
Are on their march, and hourly expected. 
I quit them on the road, and, thus diſguis'd, 
Made on to you—as we agreed between us, 
That I might mark, beneath this private dreſs, . 
The ſtate of faction, and revolve the cure. 
E. of St. Paul. Thoſe people, too, whoſe conſe- 
quence are great, 
Well known to be her friends, dare they declare it, 
Have arm'd their vailals—and do now wear ſmiles, 
Linke ſick men reſpited from long-felt pain. 
A Council, too, a late unuſual Council, 
Is ſummon'd for to-night—not JI, nor one, 
The faithful ſubject of your princely houſe, 
| I | | Have 
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Have had a notice: we muſt not go there. 
D. of Burg. Ha! ſay you ſo but here's my Go- 
vernor— 
My Lord, retire.— I'll ſound him to the 
[Exit 


Enter RaynsautrT. 


Rhyn. [4fide.) The auſpicious hour's at hand to 
crown my love, | 
And this conſuming fire no more will burn : 
A gentler flame, fann'd by the fair Zapphira, 
Waits to repay the torments that have plagu'd me. 
Fortune proves kind—the Princeſs yields her hand, 
Her friends approve the union plann'd between us, 
And all exceeds my warmeſt expectation, 
A ſtrange, religious !—ſay from whence you come ? 
D. of Burg. Peace guard your ways—from France, 


quick. n 
1 of St. Paul. 


as this informs you. [Gives a letter. 
Rhyn. O LL that prieſt the merchant Danvelt men · 
tion'd, 


Welcome to Zealand—but I'd gladly know 
What you've to ſay requiring privacy? 
D. of Burg. Tho” here you ſee me clad in humble 
weeds, | | | 1 
My buſineſs pray'r, and poverty my choice; 
Yet know, I'm truſted by a mighty King ! 
One who can ſerve you—and whoſe wiſh it is. 
Rhyn. Perhaps to trap me I'll be on my 1 i; 
| Aſide. 
D. of Burg. Tis Gallic Leis Lou may 8 his 
| friendſhip. | 
Rhyn. And came you hither for totell me ſo; 
Ventur'd thoſe dangers that attend a ſ} PY, | 
A death unpity'd on ſome ſuburb gallows ?— 
The hated rival to our well-loy'd Duke 
To ſend to me, is wond'rous ſtrange, indeed ! 
He knows my love and duty to my maſter— 
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That I have bled—and wou'd again to ſerve him; 
And that he's paid thoſe wounds with wealth and 
honours. 
D. of Burg. My ſoldier's honeſt—fhortly I'll em- 
brace him. [ Alde. 
Rhyn. Yet, I have heard that you've a gen'rous 
Prince, 
D. of Burg. A knot of diamonds hath he ſent to 
vou Fd 
Not richer in the Eaſt. [ Gives a caſe of jewels. 
Rn. Iinmenſe in value! | | 
He muſt ſpeak truthit is a monarch's bribe : 
No paltry ſubject cou'd afford me ſuch— 
This king a friend fecures my future greatneſs. 
| Alde. 
I do receive em with profound reſpect; 5 
My fervices await your bount'ous maſter, 
D. of Burg. Ingratitude! How have I been de- 
ceiv d? ” L208. 
Take them, faid he, to that moſt worthy man, 
Mark of my admiration—pledge of friendſhip : 
And then recited all your Bo acts, 
Bright as the records of hiſtoric page: 
When various princes leagu'd againſt our King, 
Like Greece of old to conquer haughty Troy, 
And call'd this league that of the public good : 
Ihe braveſt youths, from ev'ry State, in vain 
Combin'd their valour for the fall of Lewis :— 
Each foldier vied who'd moſt excel in fame, 
For honour of himſelf, his prince, and country :— 
But {til} unmov'd the Gallic Monarch ftood, 
Like ſome vaſt rock thruſt from the mountain's brow, 
Who ſcorns the dreadful howling waves below, 
That beat in vain, and threaten it with ruin. 
"T'was then, like great Achilles, you ſtept forth, 
And turn'd at once the fortune of the war; 
With your bold maſter Charles by your fide, 1 


ey 


Led on the brave Burgundian troops to conqueſt : + 
Humbl'd the Gallic pride—and forc'd a ſigh 8 
From our great King, who wifh'd you for a ſubject. 
*Twas next in Flanders you ſhone forth again, | 
Like the bright ſtar of all your maſter's fortunes : 
Each town beheld you, and its iron gates 1 
Flew ope at once, and own'd your Duke for Soy'reign ; 
Then victory again attended here: e 
Yor've gain'd for him thoſe wealthy provinces 
Of fertile Holland, Friezeland, and Zealand. 
But more ungentle was your conqueſt now : 
A beaut'ous woman have you forc'd to fly 
Far from her home, the weeping child of ſorrow ! _ 
Fan. O! name it not do repent that conqueſt ! 
D. of Burg. I have him here [ Afiae. 
My King doth pity her : 
And wiſhes to reſtore her to her birth - right. 
We had reports your Duke did mean her well; 
Altho' preferred y almoſt all her ſubjects. 
But that ſame match which ſhe made up in Britain 
With Glofter, Henry's uncle, quite undid her 
She ſought his deadly foe, and wean'd his heart 
From all ſoft feelings to determin'd vengeance ! 
Rhyn. Tell him what pity melts a ſoldier's foul ! 
That I'll revenge ſad Jaquilina's wrongs, | 
And wiſh my fword was in the heart of Charles. 
D. of Burg. Perfidious man! Black, baſe ingratitude! 
1 | [ Afrae. . 


You'll be her friend? 

Rhyn. 1 will—her huſband too: 
Nay, more—within this night I mean to wed her. 
Safe in the Ducal Palace is Be lodg'd, 

And now prepares to meet returning grandeur. 
Moſt reverend Sir, you will attend the marr'age, 
And bear the joyful tidings to your Prince : 

With our moſt humble duty to his Highnels ; 

His great protection doth ſecure us both. 
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Your preſence gives new life to all our councils ; 
I fail not to be there—the time approaches. 
D. of Burg. I mean to do ſo—and till then farewel. 


Exit. 
. Farewel—and now Igo to crown my bliſs, | 


To prove how vice can triumph over virtue; 
And ſcoff at prieſts, who from their pulpits talk 
To gaping crowds, who dare not follow greatneſs ! 
[ Exit. 


SCENE II. A Garden. 


| The Moon appears through the Trees, and an Arbour termi- 


aates the View. 


Enter LAPPHIRA. 


Tho' Fortune ſeems inclin'd to ſmile upon me, 
And make me large amends for what i Is paſt; 
Vet do my ſpirits droop like ſhades o' night 


That hover o'er the wood, and dull the ſkies, 


Elſe rich in colour with the fummer clouds: 
A gloom ſpreads on them, yet I can't tell why; 

A melancholy muſing fort of humour 

Hangs on my thoughts, and draws 'em all to ſadneſs. 
Laſt night, too, when my huſband was from home, 
A dreary' viſion chas'd away my flumbers ; 

The waſting taper, emblem of our lives, 

Struggl'd for exiſtence—and at laſt expir'd ; 

All dark and diſmal was the chamber then. 

As I lay muſing on my lonely bed 
The clock ſtruck one—and broke a ſolemn fi lence, 
Which ſeem'd portentous of ſome great event ;— 
Then whiſtling wind at firſt began to riſe, 

And raging to ſtorm burſt ope the door; 

The nimble lightnings flaſh'd around the room, 
And ſhow'd a | grieving phantom ſtanding by : 


I heard 


C $3) 

1 heard with groans—diſhonoxr thrice repeated !— ' 
The ſound was like my dear loſt mother's voice, 
Ere the grim tyrant Death ſtopp'd holy pray'rs 
Which her bleſs'd tongue was utt'ring to the laſt ; 
And ere ſhe ſqueez d my hand, the laſt ſad pledge 
Of a lov'd parent tearing from my arms ! 
My limbs they trembl'd, agued o'er by fear, 
And my affrighted heart wou'd force its bounds ! 
Scarce cou'd my Danvelt, who had then return'd, 
Calm me, tho? in his arms, to wonted reſt, 
That ſure aſylum from the worſt of ills :— 
Ere this he promis'd for to meet me here.— 
And now, ſerene, the beaut'ous queen of night 
Throꝰ yonder azure guides her ſilver orb; 
The gentle ſeaſon calls up drooping nature, 
Oppreſs d by heat, and ſhrinking from the ſun: 
Ho ſweet's the air Beneath this woodbine ſhade 
I' lay me down, impatient for my love ! , 

IS [Repoſes in the arbour, 


Enter REYNSAULT. 
Rhyn. Behold him here, all ecſtacy and joy ! 
Zap. My Lord! what means this viſit? 
[ She ariſes and comes out. 
Rhyn. Lovely woman ! [ Takes her hand. 
Zap. A bold intruſion this !—I ſhall retire 
Il going, but held by him. 
Rhyn, "oP ſtart from thence ? O! had I ſeiz d thy 
charms, N 
As the bold Roman did his Sabine bride 
Surpriz'd the fair one ſick'ning with deſires, 
And turn'd her wiſhful thoughts to real bliſs ! _ 
I'm all on fire My breaſt a glowing furnace! 
The ſhort-fetch'd breath—can hardly—tell my pain | 
Come to my arms—thou fatal dear deftroyer ! 
Melt too with love !—your huſband's ſafe away— 
I left him in the council | 
{ He ſeizes her, and ſhe puſhes him from Ber., 
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Zap. Vile ſeducer! 
RHn. Conſent or force will conquer at the laſt ! 
Zap. Come you, then, thus a licens'd, lawleſs rut- 


fan, 
To ſeize upon me as your deſtin'd pray ? 
No more diſgrace that lordly creature—man, 


Endow'd, ſuperior, with a ſpark from Heav'n ; 


From whence his reaſon ſtrikes celeſtial fire, 
To light his yielding clay from brutal luſt ! 
Rhyn. Go preach to Ana, it will heed you more. 


When the fierce /ava, ſtruggling for a vent, 


Ploughs up the rocks, and tears the mountain down 
Command a filence thro” the fiery cave 


No more to thunder its convulſive pain |! 
I waſte the time !—nor death! nor hell! ſhall bar me 


In yond' ſweet bower to gratify my love 
DL forcing her to the arbour. 


Zap. Help help me !—oh !---where is my Dan- 
velt now ? 


Enter the Du kx of BURGUNDY. 


Rhyn. This buſy prieſt —his coming 1s unlucky. 
| Afiae. 
3 Calm thoſe rude paſſions that deform the 
oul 
Like blaſts of winter o'er the glaſſy lake! 
Ah! wou'd you think what waits thoſe hot deſires, 
When cool reflection takes again the lead: 
How true this wholeſome ſentence you will find, 
That lawleſs pleaſure always ends in pain! 
Rhyn. You're ſtrangely 3 cou'd hear me 
once. 
Zap. Tis true I did---but never meant to yield. 
Rhyn. So, then, you baſely led me to the ſnare, 
Secur'd-my heart, and fled yourſelf from danger! 
And as I paſs'd the tedious way along, 


Lull'd me with hopes that 1'd poſſeſs yaur charms : 1 
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Had you deny'd me when] firſt knelt down 
An humble ſuppliant to tell my paſſion--- 
Thoſe thrilling words had damp'd the riſing flame; 
I might have conquer'd this deſtructive miſchief. 
Zap. How truly ſpoke, tho' by a villain's 1 
: Aide. 
Duke of Burg. I do conjure you, for your peace of 
mind, BGA 
To pluck this rankling arrow from your heart ; 
Reſolve with fortitude, and you can doit ! 
And thoꝰ at firſt the anguiſh feels ſevere, 
Your heart's-blood follows as it quits the wound ; 
Yet, ſhall bleſs'd cherubs bring down healing balm, 
Perform the cure, and guad your ſteps from danger 
Baniſh the guilty flame ! the fatal phrenzy, 
That hurries on to rack the huſband's peace, 
Will make him imprecate with jealons fury, 
His guilty wife---his guiltleſs children to0-- 
His ſolemn vow made in the face of Hceay'n--- 
The prieſt---himſelf---and ev'ry other being! 
I ſpeak prophetic ; drive away this paſſion, 
Or curſes ſhow'r on your adult'rous love 
| [4 flouriſh of trumpets, &c. 
Rhyn. Thoſe martial ſounds call forth our choſen 
| band, 1s 
To ſeize the citadel, and guard the princeſs 
D. of Burg. [Ade] Deſtruction ſtrides apace--- 
my life's in danger !--- | 
The tardy troops ere this ſhou'd have been here! 
Rhyn. And now [ go---farewel, thou cruel beauty. 
Duke of Burg. Adieu---My daughter, perſevere in 
virine, | 
[ Exeunt the Duke of Burgundy and Rhynfaulr. 
Zap. What! tho' my princeſs hath ſucceſsful prov'd, 
Yet here are thoughts to chill my joyful foul ; 
The wretch that weds her woy'd pollute my honour, 
Ev'n on the ſacred eve of haly wedlock !- 
But now repuls'd- I truſt = evil's paſt ;--- 


By 
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By her ſuperior charms, her bright example, 
He'll be reſtrain'd---nor dare to name it more : 
His guilty conduct then ſhall be conceal'd. 
What change of fortune wait our fickle lives, 
A little good, but moſt the bad, prevails--- 
Sure, *tis to warn the wand'ring ſoul from reſt 
In this uncomfortable, dreary dwelling : 
By Heav'n's eternal wiſdom 'tis deſign'd, 
Not happineſs complete we find below; 
Thus are we taught to ſeek for laſting bliſs 
In our immortal and celeſtial home ! 1 


Enter DANVELT. 


Dan. Behold th* ambaſſador from Jaquilina - 

She bade me tell you how ſhe loaths hols hours 

That courtly forms and etiquettes require, 

Which keep her abſent from embracing you. | 

Oh! haſte, ſhe cried, and let your fair one know, 

That, as ſhe ſhar'd whole years of pain with me, 

My ; Joys muſt now be equally divided :--- 

My pow'r, my randeur, wait alike on her, h 

Thoſe r ſplendour have no charms without 

2 er; 

And then a riſing ſigh her boſom heav'd, | 
When ſhe declar'd her hand was giv'n to Rhynſault. i 
Zap. Ah! my poor, gentle brother, what he felt. 
Dan. Moſt nobly did he ſacrifice his paſſion-- 

Declar'd this union was the only hope 

To re-inſtate her---which, if now refus'd, 

Twas loſt---'rwas gone---never to be recover'd--- 

Entreated, as the warmeſt, deareſt friend--- 

No more the lover---tho' you cou'd diſcern 

What pangs he ſuffer'd thus to ſpeak the truth: 

He look'd like ſome poor wretch who braves the tor- 

ture, 

Will not confeſs, and ftrives to hide his pain! q 

The lovely princeſs, with majeſtic ſorrow, . 4 
aid, 


| 
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Said, (Wonhy youth, to friendſhip change your love.“ 
He bow'd, and then retir'd. 
Zap. IIl. fated boy s 

Dan. I doubly ſhar'd his woe - for think, my love, 


Was this to be my cafe, when big with hope 


To claſp that form within my eager arms, 

Some dreadful chance ſhould daſh my joys afide--- 

ar I ſupport it? No. | 

Zap. And yet, my Danvelt--- 

How cou'd you have ſuch patience at that ſcheme 

Plann'd for my friend, and to my fame injurious? 
Dan. Thou'lt own my love continues ſtill the ſame, 

With equal fervour as on that fair dax 

When firſt you bleſs'd me with your virgin charms ; 


. O'erſpread with bluſhes, like the damaſk roſe, 


Dropt your dear head upon my panting breaſt, 
And ſoftly told you lov'd---I, all rapture, - 
Mark'd your white ſnowy boſom with my kiſſes, 
And paſs'd a night rich in the joys of love 

Was not our fortune at the loweſt ebb, 


And all the ꝓroſpect gloom that op'd before us ; 


How cou'd I then behold my lovely wife 


| Expog'd to poverty, and not relieve her? 


That tender, beauteous form deftroy'd by hardſhip--- 


No other livelihood but my poor labour. 
Zap. I cou'd have help'd you- for my noble EE 


Had taught me from my childhood to embroider 
The coftly ſcarf in gold 'and'glowing filk : 

To ape the painter with the niceſt ſxill, 

When from the ſpring he culls her bloomy pride, 
And bids his canvas ſhow ſuch other flowers. | 
In ſome ſweet cottage, by a river fade, | 

With venerable trees all ſhaded o'er, 

The mantling ivy creeping up the wall, 

And round the caſement of the peaceful dwelling ; 


There a ſmall farm you might have ventur'd on, 
For profit and for pleaſure both contriv'd ; ; 


Each ſun wou'd light us both to wholeſome work, | 
— And 
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And his declining beams prepare for teſt ; 

Our little prattling fon attending by, | 
Had cheer'd the rural feaſt, and made us feel 
The heart-fe}t pleaſure of a parent's joy. 

No ſtorms could then prevent our balmy ſleep 
For thoſe rich 3 4 upon the treach'rous ſea.--- 


When the winds howl'd, and drove the beating rain 
O' er the poor reeds that ſhaded our low roof; 

I'd tak'n my faithful huſband in my arms, 

And hugg'd him cloſer as the tempeſt roar'd ! 

Oh ! had this been our lot---I'd been ſecur'd 

From all diſhonourable double dealings ! 

Dan. O think no more o'this---no more upbraid me 
Do I not know your virtue and your honor? 
Behold a blaze of fortune darts upon us, 

And all around preſents unlook'd- for greatneſs: 

Honours and wealth ſupply the place of ſorrow ! 

And as our bount'ous ſov'reign beftows em, 

We can't receive more faſt than ſhe wou'd give. 

The glorious hour's at band—let's haſte away; 

Weare expected at the ſumpt'ous banquet, 

Where the rob'd ſenators will raiſe the goblet, 

And drink in ſparkling wine our long loft princeſs ; 

While trumpets doth proclaim the joyful health, 

And the glad people anſwer back by cheers! | 

Come—thus I lead you to your princely friend, 

To hail the happy hour, and grace her nuptials ! 
Exeunt Danvelt and Zapphira. 
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SCENE I. 4 Chamber of State in the Ducal Palace | 
anda 7. able with two Crowns on it: 


Enter aui richly dreſſed. 


\JAQUILINA. | 
NE more I've thrown my weeds of we by, 
And the affrighted dove returns with peace ; 
This crown awaits my joyful ſubjects hands 
Again to bind my brow, and mark me Sov'reign. 
Another diadem Ab! that's for Rhynſault 
So ſaid the Council, which I now have left; 
The union muſt be ſpeedily accompliſh'd 
Whene'er the bridegroom comes, (for he's withdrawn) 
That he may arm againſt the Duke, his maſter, 
For the protection of what's then his own : | 
And plead a pardon by the laws of nature, 
He likes my perſon not—it 1s ;ay greatnels ; 
Fd ſhare it with him fo I *fcap's. bis bed j— 
For there is ſomewharin his f ge and manner 
Beyond the honelt luntneſs of a ſoldier ; 
Some inward monitor declares it to me; 
Warns me from him, as from the rolling ſnake 
When I wou'd ſtop to gaze upon it's beauties. 
But, yer, tis he has rais'd me to the throne ; 
Ingratitude ſhall ne'er deform my ſoul 
] will divide my fortune—yield his wife. 
Poor ſilly toy, thou play-thing of an hour!“ 
| _ [Takes up @ Crown 
Men's 
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Men's rank ſeditious breath can make thee ſhake ; 

And e'en a multitude of greaſy knaves . 

Blow down thy blazing glories to the duſt : 

How art thou courted by the ſons of men 

As the laſt goal, the utmoſt verge of pride ? 

Set on the tow'ring pinnacle you ſtand, 

To tempt the bold adventurer to ſeize thee : 

Thro'. ſeas of blood he takes his crimſon way, 

While death leads on and whets his cruel ſteel ! 

Kindred and friends alike will feel the blow, 

If they but eye the prize or dare oppoſe him ! 

E'en to the good what toils attend the wear ; 

Guardians to millions—are we choſe by heav'n, 

Their lives, their morals and their wealth our care, 

To form thoſe wholeſome laws that will protect 'em ; 

For 'tis our duty, as 1s their's allegiance : 

Then can we fleep within the golden bed, 

And hail the morning like ſome village ſwain. 
[ Warlike Mufick. 

But now comes Rhynſault with a ſparkling train 

To pay their homage, and attend our nuptials. 


Enter BoRSEL. 


Borf. Fly ! princes fly, or you're betray'd to ruin! 
Jap. What means theſe words !—where's Rhynſault? 
Bor. He's undone you—1s falſe, and has diſſem- 
bl'd !— 
Haſte, ere the captain o'the guard appears; 
He's near at hand—ſent by the man you've nam'd 
To drag you to a priſon. —See yon door, 
From thence a private ſtaircaſe leads you down 
To the palace garden—there you gain the ſtreet. 
Away, my princes, may you ſtill be happy! 
I will remain to kill the officer, 
Should he purſue, — and for you ſuffer death! 
True to your cauſe, and faithful to the laſt. 
Haſte, or the dawn will bting on hateful light. 
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Jag. No !—Borſel, no !—T'll ſtay to meet my fate 
I'm fick of fortune, and I dare her worſt ; 
The very ſport, the paſtime of her wheel : 
With mme ſhe lends her hand to raiſe me up, 
And whirls me from the top when I've climb'd to her! 
I am a princeſs—and will die as one !— 
And truſt my ſoul belies not that great name ! 
Thus will I meet them—thus contema their pow'r ! 


——_ 


Kn Car TAIN OF THE GUARDS. 


Cap. Madam, your pardon for this bold intrufion— 

The Governor gave orders. 2 
Jag. I'll obey— 

To priſon and the blokes haſte—lead on— 

Foes; oh | Pm weary, and I long to reſt; 

And reſt is only for me in the grave! 

My rival too !— 


Euter the Dux® of BuxGuNDY. in robes of State, attended 
by Officers and Soldiers. He ſpeaks as he comes iu. 


D. of Burg. I'll brook not ſuch delays — 
My orders — to march with ſpeed to me: 
My ſituation was mot perilons--- _ 
And the next diſobedience meets with death. 
Madam, this ſullen filence don't become you : | 
[To Faquilina. 
Not one ſalute · Haſt thou forgot us? 
Jag. No- 
A — in vader of my birth · right thou! 
A . 2 of Burgundy.--- 
D. of Burg. No King, 'tis true— . 
But like the haughty commonwealth of Rome, | 
Can help to make a monarch, or unmake him ! 
Jag. In Britain you have os'd this baneful pow 13 
Set up that ork—a tyrant like yourſelf— 
Wich me the good King Henry ny curſe you!- 
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D. of Burg. His uncle might—your fav'rite mo 
might— 
And pry'thee, madam, is that ſecond crown 
To charm ſome lover like him to your arms ? 
Tho! we've been told he ſurfeited o'the feaſt, 
And left Brabaut's gay wife the refuſe leavings. 
Jag. Thou a great prince! and thus upbraid a 
worman | 
Oh, you have rent me ſore I thought to ſtand 
Unmov'd at all the flights you caſt upon me; 
Look'd down with ſcorn at every bitter taunt, 
And bore with majeſty this cruel meeting ! 
I own, like wax my yielding foul was formed; 
I loved this Glofter—this hard-hearted Glofer, 
For he impreſt me with the ſeal of beauty: 
Graceful and tall the lovely youth appear'd, 
The roſe and lily yielded to his face, 
And his black eyes ſhot forth a thouſand fires: 
Sure, if to form a youth the queen of love 
Had cull'd together every manly charm, 
This was the prince—the model of her choice! 
Ah! how I trembl'd when I firit beheld him, 
Anxious to pleaſe, and dreading the event ; 
My eyes run o'er his form—he caught 'em there— 
While I with burning bluſhes ſought the ground! 
heard him pity and lament my fate; 
Wed to the tyrannifing ſurly Brabant, 
D. of Burg. Your mother, a ſage princeſs, choſe the 
match 
With Bragant.— Both were of my ancient blood. 
Jag. It was her choice forc'd on my youthful bloom 
To keep my wealthy provinces among you ;— 
Old, ugly, impotent, he ſeiz'd my hand, 
And led me like a victim to the altar ;— 
Was this a marriage? Did 1 e' er conſent 
As the bleſt inſtitution doth require? 


1 form d a union with a ſkeleton ; 
9 2 My 
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My bridal bed cold as the marble tomb, 
And he the cank'rous rotten bones within : 
O what a contraſt to my youthful prince, 
Our ſouls were pair'd, and long'd to blend together! 
The day arriv'd that learn'd divines decreed 
My nuptials void---and wedded me to Glofter. 

D. of Burg. It could not laſt . -Such fafamy muſt 

periſh !--- : 

The Roman pontiff bade you part again, 
And with church cenſures ſcar d the guilty pair 
Tho' your lov'd prince had already broke the chain, 
Flew off and lit on Cobham's new- blown charms. 

Zac. Forbear that name !---the cauſe of all my woe! 
The cruel fair, the fatal ſorcereſs--- * 
Like curs'd Medea, ſkill'd in witching herbs 
Pluck'd from the earth in planetary hours, 
She made a philter for my handſome prince, 
And by her dev'liſh art and tricks oꝰ treaſon, 
Inſnar'd his heart by fpell ; then ſent her imps 
To read his chapter in the book of fate, 
And ſee if royalty was written there :--- 
Some demon more miſchievous than the reſt 
Flew to the court and ſpread the news about: 
When baniſhment and penance was her lot; 
And my dear lord was murder'd in his priſon ! 


Enter the EARI of ST. Paul. 


E. of St. Paul. I'm hither come with ſpeed t' inform 
your Highneſs, 3 

That Rhynfault crowds the jails throughout the city 
With ſubjects faithful, (whom I know are ſuch) 
As well as thoſe whoſe guilt deſerves chaſtiſement:— 
Nor age, nor youth protect em from his gripe ; 
Some he has ſciz'd, mere boys, whoſe downy chins 
Alone betray em from their ſmock-fac'd filters : 
Age likewiſe ſuffers from his cruel pow'r, 
Tho' time has deeply * the ancient brow, 


And 
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And ſecond childhood calls them to the grave : 
On thoſe he gratifies his black revenge, 
And makes 'em ſuffer for their hated kindred. 
As I came here I've ſeen a ſight of woe: 
The merchant Danvelt hurried to a jail; 
As his fair wife, all drown'd in floods of tears, 
Wrung her white hands, and ſtrove to keep apace; 
She in the bittereſt agonies of grief, 
Wou'd often turn her eyes back to the houſe 
Where her young ſon remain'd---panting for breath : 
While the obdurate officers with blows 
Drove off her huſband from aſſiſting her. 
Jag. If thou'rt the one that buſy — reports 
8 * | Io the Duke. 
To have a ſoul where god-like pity dwells, | 
O fly to ſave this wretched pair from ruin! 
Delay not, Prince ! one moment may undo them— 
For they've to deal with a moſt ſubtle traitor ! 
D. of Burg. Haſte, my good Lord, and let it ſtraight 
be known | 
It is our will to reſpite each offender— 
That I myſelf will ſhortly view the jail, 
And note thoſe worthy o'the ſword of juſtice. | 
E. of St. Paul. Pleas'd I obey the meſſenger of many: 
Jag. Spare all but me !—with me the danger ends; 
For know, my blood alone can bring you peace 
Thoſe purple veins muſt bleed—till that is done 
You'll never be at reſt !—ſome deſp'rate men 
Will ſtill aſſiſt me for to mend their fortunes 
And, Prince! I warn you I'll accept their offers, 
E'en to the lateſt gaſp I'll claim my right 
Why then defer to give me inſtant death? 
Your politics are naught if you refuſe it! 
But, oh! J charge you in the face of heav'n, 
When I am gone—Be merciful to all. | 
D. of Burg. Madam, we will do juſtice. ou 
c 


See 
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See all reſpect paid to the wife of Brabant ; 
And guard that other ſafe: tho late the hour, 
My Lords muſt meet in council ſpeedily. 
Nor will I yield my watchful eyes to ſleep, 
Until I've held the balance with exactneſs. 

{Exit the Duke of Burgundy. 
Jag. Tis well—lead on, I'm ready for my fate! 
Adieu, Borſel—- 
Borſ. Oh my unhappy princeſs ! 
. [Exeunt Jaquilina and Borſel different ways and 
guarded, } | 


SCENE II. A Priſon with the view of a Dungeon at 
the end of the Stage, Danvelt in Chains, and Zapphira 
weeping befide him. Fs 


Danv. In priſon !—loaded with diſgraceful chains 
Zapphira, do I dream ? | | 
Zap. Ah no, my huſband ! 
Thou art awake—and now behold the road 
Which leads us on to death—Ha ! ſee he comes 
Wrapt up in thought, and meditating miſchief : 
So prowls the midnight wolf in ſearch of prey, 
Prepared to ruſh on the unguarded flock. | 


Enter REYNSAULT penfeve. 
Rhynſautt; afige. Sure it was a wile becoming of a 


ſtateſman, 
When all my glorious ſcheme had met defeat 
By the untimely coming of the Duke, 
To ſeiſe the greateſt and moſt wealthy men 
As dang*reus promoters of the treaſon. - 
But 8 this» prieſt? He's ſought and can't bo 
ound ; 

Hg ought to die, and then he'll tell no tales : 

et, I ſuppoſe the holy coward's fled-—— 


They like not battles, and he's gone to France. 
5 F 2 So 
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So—then I'll meet this Burgundy with ſmiles, 
Repeat to him what courtly craft I've us'd, 
Pretended marr'age to gain information; 
And when I ſifted well the ſecrets out, 
Then as the ſkilful fowler lures the birds 
To the beſt ſpot of all the ſpacious field, 
When they're afſembl'd by the treach'rous call, 
The well-fain'd notes that ſummon them to love, 
He ſweeps th' entangling net upon his game, 
And joys to view the flutt'ring tribe ſecure, — 
This gloomy manſion ill agrees with beauty; 
Ae | [To Zapphira. 

But when rebellion rears her monſtrous form, 
The trembling ſtate calls loudly for protection: 
Not ev'n the charms that grace the fairer ſex, 
Can blunt the ſword of juſtice when they'll yield 
Their aid and comfort to an out-law'd trait'reſs ! 
Yet love, that mighty conqu'ror, ſubdues me: 
Your life is ſafe !—and, Madam, for your huſband, 
On your account this partial ſtream of mercy 
I wiſh he'd (hare with you—But ſtain'd with guilt, 
Een to the blackeſt crime of helliſh murder 
Upon the ſacred. body of our prince. 
See yonder dungeon, where the ſickly lamp 
Sheds its faint Iight made damp by human gore ; 
By praying criminals the ſtones are worn, 
And round the walls are plac'd the tools of death : 
Knives !—daggers I—halters !—with the ax and wheel 
Are treaſur'd up for various crimes and perſons--- 
Nor ſhall th? infulting populace make boliday--- 
There---private ſhall it be. 

Danv. Oh mercy ! 

Zap. Heav'ns! | 
. Rhyn. The choice I give him for to end his being 
But it muſt be diſpatched---time's precious--= _ 

( Zap. kneels,) Thus on my knees I humbly beg your 


pity : 
Save him and cut me off, if both can't live 
| 2 Danv. 
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Danv. But oh! if ſoft compaſſion dwells ve? 
Behold a pair whoſe deſtiny's the ſame ;.. - - ; ; 
In either if you cut the vital thread, be 
The ſuryiving wretch's ſoon will ſnap with anguiſh 94 7 
Then ſpare us both or neither can have mercy | / 

Rhyn. There : but one vey to ſave his e life 

Danv. S „ ae . 

Zap. Quran name it! 78 

Rhyn, Know tis in your power 1001 
Retire and yield your perſon to my wilhes. 

Zap. Thou tyrant worſe than | each |—inſatiate 

devi! et 3 
Infernal, in your malice you'd deſtroy us! | 
With wounds immortal firſt you'd ſcar the ſoul; 

Ther. leave our hateful names the ſcoff of fame 
Know we are reſolute away! we'll die. 

Rhys. That as you pleaſe he firſt ſhall feel the blow. 

[ Danvelt to Zavpbirs, Zapphira |— ihe 

_ [ Zapphira to Danvelt.] I'm prepar'd— 

[ Rhynſault-calls..) Hoa | executioners— / 

Enter the Executioners with Daggers. 

Dan. All red with ſlaughter ſee their hands are dy'd ! 
When my heatt's blood pours forth, can * ſtand thus ? 

Zap. Oh, my huſband !— 

Rbyn. Don: trifle longer, Madam— 

Perdaion ſeize me but I will enjoy you !--- 
When next I bid you ſtrike aim at his heart, 
And plunge your ſteel deep in the feat of treaſon.— 
 [ Executioner's raiſe their Daggers to Aab Danvelt 
one at each fide of him. 

Zap. Forbear, raſh men! O turn the ſhining miſchief 
Here to my breaſt, to wait your Lord's command; 
Nor point it thus—one ſyllable deſtroys him !— 

Oh how I'll watch thoſe lips with trembling care, 

And as they open dread my fatal doom 

Blefs ev'ry word that has a diff rent ſound, 

And think 'em tuneful as the Syrer's airs. | 

Danv. Oh, horrid fate from thee to meet my death 

: | When 
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My peace on earth too—and I fear hereafter ! 
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When giv'n to you to turn the ſhaft away! 
Nor in this awful moment full of danger, 
While I ſtand on the frightful precipice, 
Unknown thoſe depths the cruel ſhove will plunge me, 
Should peeviſn virtue ſacrifice my life; 
But bate a little of her rigid maxims ! 
Zap. _— break my ſtubborn heart and ſet me 
ree ! | 
Nor reſt nor comfort ſhalt thou e'er know more ! 
Sorrow ! diſtraction! and deſpair await thee ! 
A diſmal round of never-ceafing pain ! 
He ſpoke—DO yes, I underſtand my huſband !--- 
Thoſe accents hang upon my wond'ring ear: 
Oh for a dagger to ſecure my virtue, , 
And ſet the brave example how to die! 
Rhyn. Then | 
Zap. Hold! hold! I'll fave his life! 
Rhyn. This way, my fair 
Danv. My wife 
Zap. Confuſion !---Oh ! my. Danvelt! - 
Rhynſault forces off Zapphira. 
Danv. Ah! what a wretch am I----I've gain'd a life--- 
A dear, dear purchaſe furely I have made 
Why aſk to live, o'erwhelm'd with grief and ſhame 
For my Zapphira !---no ! ſhe now abhors me !--- 
For me the bears pollution from the tyrant--- 


Her honour ſtain'd, and her ſweet peace deſtroy'd ! 


She'll fly me as the author of her ſorrow--- 
Deſpiſe my meanneſs, and renounce my love 
1ft Executioner. Our orders were for inſtant execution 
When they retir'd---- | 
Danv. What mean you ?—T've my life! 
2d Executioner. Not ſo—this warrant doth command 
your death. [ Gives a Paper. 
Danv. The writing's falſe—for I have dearly bought 


it: 
My ſpotleſs wife my honour paid the purchaſe 
1/t Exe- 
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17 Exrcutioner. The ax in yonder dungeon ends your 
Cares. 
24 Executioner. Our lives elſe pay the forfeit of neglect. 
Dany. I bow me, Heav'n, to this thy juſt decree ; 
My crimes are great, and thus they are rewarded :;— 
With patience I'll ſubmit to what you offer, 
And as a penance will receive it kindly !—— 
Oh waſh away my ſtains, thou awful Being! 
Thou who delighteſt in bright works of mercy ! 
Lead to the block—its terrors are ſubdued—— 
Some angel whiſpers that I ſhall be happy ! 
[ They enter the Dungeon, and the door is cloſed. 
U [ Zapphira without.) I claim my huſband !—monſters, 
; won't ye heed me ? 
Your Duke himſelf has enter'd this dread manſion.— 


Emer ZAPPHIRA. 


Zap. Sure I'm the verieſt wretch that crawls the 
earth 
And yet it was a huſband made me ſo e 
He's gone from hence—why Danvelt !— huſband ! 
Danvelt ! 
Alas ! he will not deign to anſwer me—— 
Perhaps this door will lead me to his preſence. 
[ Enters the Dungeon, 


Enter the Dux® of BukGunDY with the EXECUTIONERS. 


1ſt Executioner. Dread Sir, for this we can ſhow written 
orders. | 
2d Executioner. The Governor s com mand—he died 
for treaſon. 
D. of Burg. O thou vile tools of power for cruel 
The men, 
Why not delay this fatal blow a little? 
Some moments more wou'd have been well beſtow'd, 
And I'd have fav'd the priſoner from ſlaughter.— 1 
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Hadſt thou ev'n err'd for pity from your duty, 

Heav'n wou'd reward you, and — your Prince have par- 
don'd. 

Unhappy woman 


Enter ZAPPHIRA. 


Zap. What a ſight 1s here! 
A headleſs trunk all bath'd with reeking gore 
Perhaps his wife now ſeeks for him as I do, 
A wretched widow, and ſhe knows. it not !— 
Is Danvelt ſafe?ꝰ— All dumb—no comfort for me !— 
O my prophetic fears | 
| Re-enters the dungeon, followed by Executioners, 
D. of Burg. Guard her — miſchief. 
Zap. [Within.) Diſtraction !—horror Des, it is my 
Danvelt ! 
Ev'n from his lifeleſs head the eyes ſtare on me, 
And call for vengeance on his murderer ! 


Enter ZAPPHIRA, and kneels to the Duxt of BugGunDY, 


Zap. My hands are crimſon'd by a huſband's blood, 
1 * them up, great Prince, and call for juſtice ! 
D. of Burg. Thou ſhalt have juſtice---moderate thy 
riet: 
You have a ſon, go home and comfort him. 
Zap. Ah! now where is the maſter of that home?— 
Where is the maſter of the family? 
Beholhd him there, a mangl'd, bleeding corpſe, 
Cut off by cruel death---his ſoul, too, tortured 
By that infernal fiend, your Governor! 
The ſcheme was plann 'd! laid deep, and form'd in hell! 
Twas here my Danvelt ſpoke his laſt---Oh !---oh ! 2 
[Weeps. 


And here he felt an agony of grief--- | 
And his poor ſuff ring heart was wounded fore ! 
Ah! what a ſcene to wound a huſband's ſoul ! 


Oh! 
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Oh ! might eternal darkneſs hide the reft--- . - 
*L was here - deſtruction ſeize the vilkan !---Oh 1. 


Falls on the 1 6 
D. of Burg. The ſtorm. of grief ann heavily 
Er- — 
pes, and raiſe her up---You ſhall bave EN | 
| Raiſed up by j 169.500 
Zap. I'll treaſure up theſe words, they're muſic to me: 
Not the lone nightingale, that haunts the grove, 0 
Sings half ſo ſweetly in her ev ning ſong. | 
Dat of Burg. [ After a pauſe,} 110 do a deed ſhall 
conſecrate my fame, | 
And rank me high within the liſt of Princes. | 
But you've a part to act within this buſineſs ; 
"Twill wring your heart—yet balm peace.ſhall follow. 
Can'ſt thou be refolute ? CIP TY 
Zap. For this I can 
ons let the long loſt gentle We in. | 
D. of Burg. Haſte to my cabinet, I'll * explain 
it. 
. 1 vill retire once more to yonder cell; bo 
Waſh his poor blood-ſtam'd cheeks by my ſalt tears - 


Take one {ad kiſs—and lay him for ſepulture 
D. of Burg. Tis your own cauſe that ſuffers by dee 


Y 5 
So haſten then. 
Zap. But {till you will remember - 
You're Heav'n's avenger there L reſt my cauſe! 


He goes into the Sm nd the 
Dali retires. 


SCENE III. 4 Sweet. 
Enter SENATORS, attended by Servants bearing Torches, 


k * Senator. Tis a late meeting we are ſummon d to. 
G | 20 


. 


2d Sen. J hope no new rebellion plagues the State. 
34 Sen. No- that can't be- the Princeſs is confin'd, 
And all her factious leaders ſafe in priſon. 
4th Sen. The guards are doubled by the Duke's own 
troops 
An army hath attended on him here. 
1 f Sen. Then all is calm again 
2d Sen. Moſt fortunatel/ —— 
3d Sen. I pr'ythee, then, what can the meaning be? 
4th Sen. Who can ſurmiſe 
1/t Sen. We ſhall know more anon. 
2d Sen. But ſay ye, Lords, doth Rhynfault ſtand his 
round ? 
Some ſay he is diſgrac'd—tho' others hold 
His 1 conduct hath gain d great applauſe. 
34. Sen. On ſuch occaſion fame is always buſy 
Conſider he's the fav'rite of a prince. 
4th Sen. Some wiſh it true who have no * by 
him 
While thoſe that are ſelf-int'reſted ſpeak. 
1/t Sen. We'd beſt proceed. 
The other Senators. We'll follow, 
1/t Sen. Fellows, light us. 


[Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE IV. A Place of Tombs with a Gothic Church. 
A Proceſſion of Clergymen and Quiriſters, bearing 

Torches, precede the Remains of Danvelt.— A Bell tolls 
at Intervals.—Solemn Myufic. 


4 SONG „ DEATH. 


FiksT QUIRISTER. 
There's no happineſs below, 
All is pain, and all is zwoe ! | 
Thoughtleſs 


E 
Thoughtleſs mortals, each fhall' fall, 


Death ſteals on, and mows down all ! 5 
Chorus. Sure this life is nought but ſorrow, 


Here to-day, and gone to-morrow ! 


| SECOND QumisrEk. 
Kings and heroes bow to you, 
Trembling beauty you purſue ; 
In thy freezing arms you'll hold 
All that's young, and all that's old. 
Chorus — this life, cc. 


THIRD QuirtsTER, 


Social joys you break aſunder, 

Sudden ſeizing on your plunder /! 

Env'ous of the bliſsful hour, 
fe, or huſband, feel your pow'r. 
Chorus.—Sure this life, &c. 


 FourTH QuIRISTER. 


2 weeping for their child, 
by haggard looks run wild! 
hes 22 victim they can't ſave: 
Sink with it into the grave. 
Chorus. Sure this life, &c. 


FrrrR Quizorin; 
What ! though thy terrific knell 
Send the guilty down to hell; 
And to thee this pow'r is gin: 
You muſt yield the good to Heav'n ! 


GRAND CHORUS. 
Then Angelic troops are near, 
Hov'ring on their filver wings, 
They'll from breaking clouds appear, 
As each — Cherub figs : 
2 


* 
& Happy faint! thy pains deb _. 
a — mount the ſtarry ſkies ! 
« When the partmg pang 2 
© Thro' youd” azure ſpare meld haſt ö 
& Guided by a glorious light, 
From the bright eternal throne, 
te To our Great King we'll take our flight, 
hs. nd for ever! ever ! make his goodneſs known !” 


_ [The Scene cloſes, 


SCENE V. A grand Illuminated Hall, with a Chair of 
State for the Dx of BuxGunDY, and Benches at 
each end for his Senators, ſeveral of whom are aſſembled. 


Emer the EaxL of ST. Pau. 


E. of St. Paul. Moſt rev'rend Lords, the Duke has 
ſent me hither, 
He'll ſoon be here and grace yond chair bimſelf; 
This ſolemn midnight hour he hath allotted 
To deal out judgement on the rebel princeſs, 
And thoſe foul traitors who have aided her : 
Thus far I ſpeak his Highneſs's commands.— 
A buſineſs the moſt ſtrange at preſent keeps him, 
At leaſt tis fo to evi wha, by Gon Sn RY 
'That Danvelt's grieving widow, fair Za 
Has wedded Rinſe * 
1 /, Sen. That is ſtrange, indeed. 
24 Sen. Pray has the Duke conſented ? 
E. of St. Paul. Urg'd'it ſtrongly 
| And his own chaplain tied the marr' age knot, 
3d Sen. O, then, he rules che State 


4b Sm. A fav rte fill, © Lein of mujer 


Enter 


E 


Euter the Doxz of. ange- with 4 Nat 5 1 


D. of Burg. Well met, my Lords—let each one eke 
his place. 
> [The Duke and Senators ſeat dfb 
At this dark, ſilent hour, we are * 
I think ſo, like the Areopagus— | 
And hope, for juſtice, well be like it too. 
Command the priſoners to plead before us. 


2 
My Deputy, who us'd to fill this PETR bk Bs 
Still lags behind me with his new-made bride ; 
The union is myſterious to ye all, 
But ere the Senate parts twill be explain'd, 


3 Euter Rurxsaurr. r 
D. of Burg. We cannot feat you in cur Duca pre 


lence, 

As we do wiſh, and we were wont to do : 
Nor can theſe ancient Nobles of the land, 
Who never ſullied their nobility, © 
Debate and argue with you as their PR 
Till you clear up your fame. 

Rhyn. Hear me, great Sir: 
To you and to your Senate 1 
For what I've dohe—1 know my enemies 
Wou'd paint me blacker than a fiend of hell: — 
Nay, what is more, the idol of their choice - _ 
Wou'd turn accuſer, to revenge her downfall. _ 
8 wife too I have lately tak'n to pleaſe you— ' 
She ſpeaks not to me, but, with horrid ſtare, | 
Drives off the loves aud graces that ſhould revel - 
U pon a bridal day.— True, Danvelt died, 
But that was by the law, and not by me. 


D. of Burg, 


: * 
4 
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D. of Burg. No more accuſers? 
Rbyn. No :I know of none. 
Thanks, Fortune, that the coward prieſt * fled. 
[ 4/ide. 
D. of Burg. You've many fiefs and, lordſhips from 
my bounty. 
Riyn. Dread Sir, I've many, and I thank you for 
'em; 
And had I full as many lives to loſe, 
—_ ſhon'd command 'em all to do you ſervice. 
D. of Burg. Thus you ſpeak fair. 

Rhyn. L ſee returning power 
Pl fool him and his Council in the bargain. - [4ſide. 
For a few words I'll humbly beg your patience— 

I own my faults, for who 1s there without 'em ? 

If much diſſimulation in a courtier 

Can be ſo call'd—why, then I do plead guilty. 

For when my Duke and Sov'reign was in danger 

I tried each wile, and happily I Tav'd him.— 

And cou'd I then be calm at what was ating ?— 

That Prince, who ſhow'r'd down wealth and honours on 
me, 

He, who from humble life had rais'd me up, 

Made me his Deputy, to copy virtue! 

I, who ador'd the very ground he walk'd on, 

Muſt have been fir'd by this to loyal madneſs ! 

His life encircl'd by a band of ruffians, 

Call'd out for blood. and I did ſhed ſome juſtly. 

D. of Burg. Hence, black deceit, thou Jarefal foe to 

goodneſs, 

That ſmiles and holds a dagger to the heart ! 

You gloſs o'er falſehood with an angel's tongue, 

And ev'n the wary ſcarcely can detect you. 

Pray, where's the monk that came with bribes from 
Lewis ? 

Behold him here—'twas I preſented jewels.— 

Rhyn. LA Damnation Im — 


D. of Burg. 


N l 
D. of Borg. Guards—ſeize the traitor. 
[ They ſeixe him. 
Tm ſick to hear the hypocrite ſo long . 
My Lords, U'm witneſs to his villany -- 
Bear him to inſtant death, the ſame as Danvelt's : 
But let ſome prieſt attend i in his laſt moments, 
For bount'ous Heav'n is ever rich in mercy. 
Rhyn, I laugh at all your prieſts—deſpiſe your Se- 
' Rate — 
And would have ſtabb'd you, had I know it you 1 
Know I'll not live when wealth and pow'r forſa ke me, 


But boldly die ! - [Exit guarded. 
D. of Burg. He braves eternity! | 
Bring Jaquilina and Borſel before us. - 


Enter JAQu1LINA and BoRsEL, guarded. 
D. of Burg. ' You ſtand for + -judgement---what's the 


hy you offer ? | 
Jag. I'll offer none I ſcorn to plead for mercy! 1 | 
D. of Burg. Then hear my ſentence---'tis pure equity 3 
I re- inſtate you in thoſe fair dominions 
Of Holland, Zealand, and your provinces. 
Jag. I only take the grant for my poor ſubjects. 
In pray'rs and penitence my hours I'll pals, 
_ this falſe buſy world no more allure me. 
D. of Burg, Borſel, you're now arraign 'd---what ſay 
you? 
Bor. If to wiſh well to this fair, injur'd princeſs, 
To try to gain her what thou'ſt nobly giv'n 
Be F then I do plead guilty. 
D. of Burg. Young ſoldier, wear your ſword, I grant 
you pardon ; 4 
But have a care you act again with honour! 
His fevord given bin, 
The cloth you wear doth ſtain like virgin whiteneſs, 
Neer to be bleach'd again.---Y ou took my wages, 
And when 'twas ſo, you ſhould not have . me. 
[ Borſel bows. 
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Enter Zap PHIRA, With her Hair and Dreſs diſordered, 
Leading in her little Son. 


Zap. ne glorious fight I've juſt ſeen Rhynſault 
die! 
The very executioners of Danvelt 
Chopp'd off his head as they had done before :--- 
He felt the pain my huſband muſt have ſuffer d- 
He died the ſhameful death that he has done | 

D. of Burg. Tis well—now, Lords, attend to my dee 

Cree ;— | | 
A ſov'reign whoſe the deputy of heav'n, | 
Should guard the laws, and govern by their council ; 
Indeed, if mercy turns the {word afide, 
He ſtill is guilty—but *tis ſuch a fault, 
As when th' recording angel writes it down, 
Some bleſſed goes both before and after. 
Thus, by the law that ſways theſe provinces, 
Doth Rhynfault's widow get his rich poſſeflions— 
She's heir to him, as is this boy to her; — | 
For this J plann'd the marriage :—and for this 
Gave her reluctant hand to ſuch a villain! 

_ Indeed, thou haſt done juſtice, mighty prince! 
My ſoul's more eaſy——but my head now ſuffers !—. 
When from the holy chapel I departed, | 
I turn'd me ſudden on a mournful train 
The finging prieſts moy'd flow to ſacred muſic, 

And ſooth'd my ſorrow by their pray'rs for Danvelt ; 
His dear remains beneath the ſable pall, _ 

Were borne aloof in all the pomp of mourning : 

The fad ſpectators eyes were drown'd in tears 

They wip'd them up to view the wife of Rhyaſault ! 
Hah ! hear that vaice !——it is my Danvelt calls 

Hark how he chides me !—Shortly I'll come to you 
See the door opens !—— that's the cave of death !—— 
There the ſtern king reclines him on his dart; 1 4 
4 | n 


Until one day a trav'ller came by 
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And ſome black remnant from a coffin torn, „ 
Shades his bare ribs, and forms a robe of ſtate :— > , 
He quaffs from human ſculls the ſmoaking blood, 
As kneeling furies {till preſent em to him 
A pale blue light in ſulph'rous flames ariſe ; 
Behold the heaps of feſt' ring corſe around him !— | 
The boding owls and ravens (cream and croak 48 
In pleaſing concert as the tyrant feaſts him! 5 
Why ſeck me, Danvelt, in this den of woe? 
Away! begone ! there's murd'rers around uss 
They lurk behind theſe tombs and mould'ring bones; 
See ! one ſtarts up—but now he's down and hides 
him ! f 55 4 
Again ! the ruffian with his poinard ſtrikes me 
Oh mercy ! mercy, how my brain is wounded ! | 
D. of Burg. It grieves my heart to hear her thus com- 
plain. 184 
Jag. O my poor gentle friend—How reaſon ſuffers | . : 
May heav'n ſend health and comfort to Zapphira! 
[Zapphira comes up to Jaquilina and Borſel. 
Zap. Oh! you were once my friend—and you my 
my brother— 
But now, how ſtrangely alter'd are you both. 
Tis many years I think ſince laſt we met 
On the green border of a chryſtal brook; 
We pick d up pebbles as the idle ſtream 
Murmur'd along and lav'd our infant hands; 
Or ſearch'd the neighb'ring wood for its wild flow'rs— 
Blue bells and violets, primroſes and cowſlips, % 
Bloſſoms of wat' ry mint, and meadow {weer, 
Werertreaſur'd in the ſtore :—and 1 remember 
We wove them in a crown for you, our queen; 
Long time you wore the humble diadem, 
The happy ſov'reign of our truant hours: . _.. 0 


ou chang'd it with him for a gaudy crown, .., | 
Our eyes were dazzPd by th' ſparkling lyfte ; 
* be... 5 abs © 3 


- a 


Then 
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Then put it on but ah ! *rwas lin'd with thorns! 
I'm call'd again---yes, Danvelt, I'll come to you--- 
He * he bleeds ! he bids me fly to ſave him ! 
{ She ruſhes out. 
D. of Bare, Let thoſe beft ſkil'd in med'cine try to 
. heal her--- 
Away, Botfel---attend your wretched ſiſter. 
[ Exit Borſel. 
This little orphan I ſhall make my care, 
And guard his morals with a parent's hand; 
On virtue's firm foundation will I build, 
Nor fear the fabric that is rear'd upon it: 
Then ſtorms of fierce adverſity may blow, 
And thoſe more dang'rous ones of proſp'rous fortune. 
[4 Shout and Noiſe without, the Duke and 
Senators ariſe and come forward. 
Hah ! that's a ſound of woe, and nearat hand— 
Some meſſenger poſts thro” the hall of arms 
His haſty footſteps gain upon my ear.--- . 
Yes, tis Borſel---he looks aghaſt and pale - 


Enter BoRsEL. 


Borſ. Oh! what a ſight I've feen---my eyes are 
blaſted ! 
A death moſt horrid has deſtroy'd my ſiſter! 
She paſs'd the guard, and to the platſorm flew,, 
W hich hangs to proudly o'er the town below; 
Out- ſtripping {till my utmoſt haſte to ſave her: 
Quick, as the meteor darts a-down the 
Sprung o'er the wall, and ended all her ſorrow ! | 
[ Weeps: : + 
Jag. The lovely maniac knew not what ſhe did 
[eeps. 
D. of Burg. Sure poignant grief hath waſh'd her lan | 


away, | 
| . 


8 K. 59 * e EE 
And with the ſaints and angels ſhe'll the Kappy 7 1 
To ſerve her friend, a huſband, a brother, 25 23 
Firſt did ſhe feign the vice her ſoul abhorr d: 
Our daily pray'rs are made againſt temptation 5 
How vaſt's the danger when we. war with beay'n !% © © 
The great Avenger's forc'd to deal out juſtice, © # SA 
And all the feeping thunder's hurl'd bom r 
F #: 
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